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from her hat bobbed this way and that over her ghastly white
skull.
"It's like seeing moonlight on a gibbet," thought John. "Well,
lady?'' he said aloud, "Are you coming up hill with us or going
down hill with these men?"
But Mad Bet waved away the arm which John had half-con-
sciously stretched out towards her. "In and out the window,"
she now piped in a shrill scream, tossing up her withered shanks
and wagging her bald head from which the hat soon fell to the
ground, "in and out the window ... as you have done before!"
Young Tewsy limped forward now and picked up the woman's
hat from the grass. The effect of the moonlight, the presence of
three gentlemen and one tradesman, thus transformed perforce
into an embarrassed audience, seemed to go to the head of this
Psychopompus of unwanted infants from Limbo, for, waving
Mad Bet's hat in the air, he began to hop up and down on one
foot
"Over the garden-wall," chanted Young Tewsy as he hopped
up and down, "I've let the baby fall, and missus came out and
gave me a clout, and asked me what the row's about . , . over
the garden-wall!"
"If you chaps won't come on with me," cried Barter, really
quite angry now, "I'll go on alone. These people are all right.
These people can take care of themselves. We can't take all Glas-
tonbury home."
"You go on with him, Crow," said Sam. "And don't forget to
tell me what tree you think it is, up there. My father will hold
to it, through thick and thin, that it's a Levantine thorn tree!"
"And leave you here till we come back?" said John.
"No, no. I'm going to take this woman with me. She lives at
St. Michael's Inn. It's on my way to the Vicarage."
"I be going with my sweetheart," cried Mad Bet, suddenly
clutching hold of John's arm. "I be going with my dearie to eat
o' the Tree of Life!" There was an awkward pause.
"Well, Pm off, anyway," said Barter, "Pm tired of this," and
he strode away up the hill without looking back, his shadow ac-
companying him. His outward shadow! There was, however, as
Barter ascended the final slope of Wirral Hill, an interior shadow